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believe that nothing of the sort has happened. The
aunt and nephew in this City church are much dis-
turbed by the sniggering boys. The nephew is him-
self a boy, and the sniggerers tempt him to secular
thoughts of marbles and string, by secretly offering
such commodities to his distant contemplation. This
young Saint Anthony for a while resists, but presently
becomes a backslider, and in dumb show defies the
sniggerers to " heave " a marble or two in his direc-
tion. Herein he is detected by the aunt (a rigorous
reduced gentlewoman who has the charge of offices),
and I perceive that -worthy relative to poke him in
the side, with the corrugated hooked handle of an
ancient umbrella. The nephew revenges himself for
this, by holding his breath and terrifying his kins-
woman with the dread belief that he has made up his
mind to burst. Regardless of whispers and shakes,
he swells and becomes discoloured, and yet again
swells and becomes discoloured, until the aunt can
bear it no longer, but leads him out, with no visible
neck, and with his eyes going before him like a
prawn's. This causes the sniggerers to regard flight
as an eligible move, and I know which of them will
go out first, because of the over-devout attention that
he suddenly concentrates on the clergyman. In a
little while, this hypocrite, with an elaborate demon-
stration of hushing his footsteps, and with a face
generally expressive of having until now forgotten a
religious appointment elsewhere, is gone. Number
two gets out in the same way, but rather quicker.
Number three getting safely to the door, there turns
reckless, and banging it open, flies forth with a
Whoop! that vibrates to the top of the tower above
us.
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